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VU ATN A XI tD à M4fA The Silent Toast.

1 sing you wiz ze pen
Ze scbool Canadien.
At which ze Corps, zey teach ze war,
In ail ze ways mocde'n.
V'oila! la camouflage;
Alors!I ze creep barrage;
Ze bayuonPt fight, ze scheme by night,
Tr<is week, and in againi.

Le Colonel Cameron,
Un beaucoup tres bon hommes
lie what you cal 'im? ton ze show.
Monsieur le Commandant.
He loo>k around all where,
Some time makze prisonnier,
And when he spik, he make dem seck.
Nia foi! hie spik hlmi strong.

A la, mon Adjutant,
What scratch you fac e, my f ren ?
How's dat youi say? Ah oui, compris,
It was zat dam kitten.
By day-you ride to Corps,
At night-l'Hotel Noûnore,
B3y Gar ! you right, dis is ze life.
Vive, les Canadiens.

Sergeant-Major Gosse,
bis almighty voice;
know heem? Yes? c'est bien assez

a Dieu! tres beaucoup gros.)
.1, steady on ze feet,
ut out zat talking vite.
nd when 1 say 1 vous allez donc,'
ous allez, tout -de-suite. "

l'In avant, AmOLsieur »,ywgý.

They 'stand with reverent faces,
And their merriment gives o'er,
As they drink the toast to the unseen host
Who have foughit and gone'before

It is ordy'a passing moment
In the midst of the feast and song,
But it grips the breath, as the wing of death
la a vision sweeps along.

No more they see the banquet,
And the briffiant lights around;
But they charge again on -the hideous plain
When the shell-bursts rip the ground;

Or they creep at night, like panthers,
Th-rougha the waste of No Man's Land;
Their hearts afire with a wild desire,
And death on every band.

-And out of the roar and tumuit,
or. the black night loud with tain.
Some face comes back on the fiery track.
Andc looks in their eyes again.

And the love that ils passing womnan's,
And the bonds that are forged by deathi,
Nowv grip the soul wîth a stranige control,
AndC speak, what no mari saith.

The vision dies; off in the stillness,
Once more the tables shine.

iBut the eyes of ail in the banquet hall
Are lit with a light divine.
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about, without being called dn.
Then, again, on our marching off to the drill

ground, he 'payý " Take me back to dear old
B3lighty" at 140 to the minute.

And, againi, as we laboriously rise and fail 't
"on the hands down "-after a hut diLnner-

1. he softîy plays :
n "I've a sneaky feeling round my heart
Il That I'm going ta settle clown.-

;e 1Iam, Sir.
it Vours " at the double,"
le JOHimiY WM.KER
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